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He looked round him anxiously while I poured him out
three fingers of Greek brandy.

" The fact is, the car is here," he said, " but Rudolph
wants more money for it now. He says it is worth at least
two hundred."

Always this haggling !

" Two hundred fiddlesticks : I'll give you what I
agreed or nothing."

" Rudolph won't part with it for less. He had to bribe
Liman's chauffeur, the night watchman, the police
corporal, the sergeant at the gate."

" You can tell Rudolph to go to hell," I said. " Either
you have bought the car and will sell it to us, or you
haven't."

" We haven't bought it."

" Then what are we talking about ? "

" We've taken it. Taken it out of the garage and we've
had to square so many people that there won't be any-
thing left for Rudolph or me."

" I see. , . . Well, there won't be much left of Rudolph
or you if your chief hears that you tried to bilk us."

Francesco took a little more brandy.

" I'll see what I can do," he said. " But on my word of
honour, when you see the car you'll give us what we ask."

" Bring her to the garden gate if you mean business.
But hurry up. We can't wait all night."

" I'll be back in ten minutes."

I went upstairs to get a coat. The wind had come and
the rain had stopped as suddenly as it had begun. Heavy
clouds swept across the moon. Below me the Golden
Horn was not gold now, but all silver and still in the
pale light. Across its gleam rose Stambul, tier upon
tier, dome upon dome, to where the conquering Sultans